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  Dear Friend: 
Hi! Remember me? I’m Barney, a handsome blue-eyed border collie and Jack's beachcombing bestie. Read about our adventures in Empty Pockets and Big Little Secrets, the first two books in the series.
Let’s catch up.
Jack was convinced he'd outgrown those old maritime myths . . . until he met one. Treasures lost and found changed his life, but a valuable family heirloom was the target of a ruthless thief.
In our next adventure, Jack and his loyal friends must embark on a perilous journey back in time to protect his inheritance. Who can help them with this heroic feat? I cannot tell a lie, and neither can the newest recruit to the mission. Will it end well? Only Time Will Tell.
I can’t type, so I’ll let my favorite author tell you all about our exciting time-travel expedition!
Your friend,
[image: ]







  
  Coasting

Hansford Landing March 20, 2025


Jack focused his captain’s spyglass on the horizon from the hilltop overlook in Barrett Park. March winds blew fiercely, buffeting against his puffy winter coat, but he was determined to stand his ground for the stunning view. At his sides were Evie and Logan, hanging over the railings as they homed in on their targets with their own lenses. Austin, home from college, and his younger sister, Addison, chose an ideal spot to take photographs. Dozens of friends and neighbors jockeyed for a turn at the coin-operated binoculars. 
Barrett Park offered its visitors a picture-postcard view over the entire fishing village of Hansford Landing. White houses peeked from under a patchwork blanket of terra-cotta and slate roofs. When the weather was calm, boats in dock reflected on the surface of the sea like glass. On a windy day like today, boats bobbed like crab pot buoys around their anchor lines. Over the point, gray seals with their plump pups sunbathed in full view on Seal Beach.
Despite the assortment of sights below, all eyes were fixed on the horizon as a flotilla of forty tall ships sailed into view. Captains and crews had united on a grand voyage to commemorate the achievements of explorer Giovanni da Verrazzano to map the Atlantic Coast. Seaside towns from Florida to Newfoundland celebrated the quincentennial with a yearlong program of special events. The motley fleet included replicas of old wooden vessels and those modern and sleek spanning five centuries. Their billowing white sails gleamed in the brilliant sunlight in a spectacular display of nautical ingenuity and evolution.
And though all eyes were focused ahead, onlookers daydreamed of the past.
Logan peered through Evie’s high-powered binoculars and counted aloud as each ship came into focus. “These are fantastic, Evie. I can see everything. That’s ten.” He paused his count as he waited for the next sighting. “And here’s the bow of eleven,” he announced.
Jack smiled and slid his hand along his magnifier of choice. “My old spyglass is pretty good, too, Logan. And it’s fun to think that this might have belonged to the captain of one of those ships represented out there.” Jack treasured his smooth, waxed wood cylinder with its shiny brass fittings second only to his tin whistle.
“Even though I like my dad’s binoculars, my captain’s spyglass makes me feel connected to the past,” said Evie dreamily. “It’s magical, like peeking through history at history.”
“Let me know if you want to have a look using the binoculars, Austin,” Logan offered, without breaking his gaze from the spectacle. “Here’s ship twelve,” he reported, dutifully.
“We’re fine, Logan,” replied Austin, standing alongside Addison. Her camera’s zoom lens was so heavy and the wind so strong that she struggled to keep her balance even with her new leg braces. Austin set up the portable tripod to help hold the camera steady. “Better now?” he asked.
“Better,” squawked Freckles the budgie, hopping from foot to foot and flapping her wings to keep her place on Austin’s shoulder. “Windy day, windy day.”
Addison giggled. She loved that budgie. She tried again to focus her camera. “Oh! I can see people on the deck!” she shouted. She zoomed out for a photo. “The ships are so big, but they glide on the water just like swans.” She thought wistfully of her swim coach, Malea, who’d once called her a little swan.
“I wish I could stand on the bridge of one of those big ships,” said Evie, still dreaming.
“How’d you like to climb the mast or hang from those ropes high up in the sails?” asked Logan, searching the yardarms for crew as each ship passed.
“I’d love it!” Evie answered without breaking her gaze. “The view from the crow’s nest must be fantastic. Not sure I’d like it on such a windy day like today, though.”
“Austin, aren’t you glad you’re home from college to see this parade of ships?” asked Jack. “Your speedboat is fun, but the rigging on these tall ships is awesome.”
“Oh, I wouldn’t have missed this,” answered Austin. “The replica of the Revenge is out there somewhere.” He made another small adjustment to the tripod for Addison. “Have you spotted her yet, Logan?”
“Not yet,” he answered, eyes on the sea. “My dad and I went on a tour of her a few weekends ago when she was in port near Norfolk. They gave us a souvenir map with a cross section of her decks showing the cabins and cannons and, well, everything. It was . . . Wait! Wait! I think it’s her! Yes! Here she comes! Lucky thirteen in the sequence!”
“Where? Where? Austin, help me find her!” squealed Addison. “Oh, I’d love to go out on a big sailing ship!”
“Yo-ho, yo-ho,” squawked Freckles. “A pirate’s life.”






  
  Revenge Is Mine

On board HMS Revenge off the coast of Kingston, Jamaica March 21, 1743


BANG! BANG! BANG! 
“What is it?” asked Captain Benjamin Norton, without looking up from his desk. “I’m busy. Can you handle it?”
Layers of maps covered his desktop, their edges curled, ready to roll. But the weight of his sword and assorted brass gadgets anchored them flat for study. His ship, like any other sailing vessel, was subject to the perilous whims of weather and sea. As captain of HMS Revenge, he bore the burden of avoiding danger whenever possible, and he took it seriously. Calculations for safe navigation through treacherous shallows would not wait.
“Open up and come out unarmed, and no one gets hurt!” a husky voice barked through the door.
Captain Norton bolted from his chair. Outraged, he shouted, “What is the meaning of this?” He reached impulsively for his sword and in one smooth stroke, slid it into its scabbard belted around his waist. The wood-plank floor creaked under his heavy boots as he approached the door. There he hesitated and listened. His right hand hovered over his sword hilt. His left hand hovered over the door latch—the only thing between him and the sailor on the other side who dared to threaten the captain.
“Please, Ben, do as he says. I fear for my life,” a strained, feminine voice pleaded.
“That’s Joanie!” Captain Norton whispered. “Don’t hurt her,” he called out hoarsely, his heart in his throat. “I’m coming out. I’m dropping my sword.” He pulled his trusty sword from his scabbard and flung it away.
CLINK! CLANG! CLANG!
As soon as he lifted the latch, the door swung open hard, knocking him to the floor.
A woman strutted into the room dressed like a deckhand in heavy boots, a rough linen shirt, and pants held up by a cord of frayed rope knotted at her waist. Tied around her head was a red bandana. She held a gleaming sword in one hand and a glinting dagger in the other. She was flanked left and right by two burly accomplices who glared at the defenseless captain sprawled out on the floor.
“Joanie? Is that you? Why, I hardly recognize you! Your dress? Your hair?” the captain stammered. “It makes no sense.” He tried to get up but was shoved back to the floor and pinned there by a boot on his chest.
“The name’s Flora Burns. That’s Captain Flora Burns to you,” she snapped.
Captain Norton turned a ghostly white. “It’s not possible. She’s—you’re—” he stammered, shocked speechless by the horrifying truth unfolding right before his eyes. His Joanie was none other than the notorious pirate Flora Burns. And she was right here on his ship and aboard at his very own invitation. 
Flora smirked, amused by his helpless babbling. “Hah! What an easy game this was, Ben, dear,” she said in a light, lilting voice. She replaced her dagger in its sheath and leaned close to his face. “I win. You lose. The Revenge is mine.”






  
  A New Beginning

Hansford Landing March 21, 2025


Jack was awake before his 6:00 a.m. alarm had a chance to do its job. He switched it off with a smile. He could sleep in if he wanted since it was the first morning of spring break, but he had a date with a speedboat and his friend Austin. 

      ***Jack’s life had turned upside down, or right side up one might say, with the discovery of a centuries-old chest buried at Seal Beach. It had not been your average treasure, if there is such a thing as an average treasure, but its history was extraordinary. Three crusty clues had given away its secrets: initials on a sword’s scabbard, an engraving on a jewelry box, and a marriage certificate sealed in a glass vial. The contents had proven to have belonged to Jack’s ancestors, and the treasure was therefore his inheritance.
Though the contents were modest by any pirate’s account, the historic value and other unusual aspects of the find had set the Cooper family on firmer financial footing. Jack was proud that select items dating from the eighteenth century were now on their way to The Smithsonian Institute for display in the National Museum of American History.
By far the most valuable among the items recovered was that of the portrait of a young woman authenticated as the work of Scottish painter Allan Ramsay. It had attracted the attention of Jack’s school principal, Miss Joan Minshull, a fanatic art collector. Unable to coerce Jack into selling her the red coral he’d found, she’d decided not to waste time with a cash offer for the painting. Instead, she’d devised a perfect plan to steal it. Fortunately, thanks to Jack’s friend, Addison, a gifted painter, Miss Minshull had escaped with only a copy.
The attempted heist by a respected member of the community had shocked and rocked the little seaside village. But over time, the sand had settled, and everyday life had resumed . . . with a new school principal, of course.
Even though the discovery had moved Jack’s family far from the edge of poverty, his dad had decided to sell the old fishing boat. He fixed up their little grocery market and chose to stock the fresh catch-of-the-day purchased from local fishermen. This was a huge change to the life Jack had known. Instead of being on the water fishing every morning, Jack was in the water for swim-team practice before school. It was a grueling schedule for most, but for Jack, the indoor pool was a refreshing change of venue for his early mornings. Jack had a new normal and he liked it.

      ***Jack’s dad knocked and poked his nose through the door. “Giddyup. The early boy catches the speedboat!”
“Oh, Dad,” Jack groaned and laughed. He dressed warmly for the weather. For though the calendar had announced spring, the harsh winter lingered on.
His mom, Coreena, packed him a lunch basket full of sandwiches and goodies from her oven.
Jack peeked into the basket. “Deviled eggs!” he exclaimed and plucked one out.
“Jack, you little thief! They’re for later!” Coreena pretended to scold.
Jack hesitated, thinking he should return his treasure to the basket, but he caught a glimpse of his mom grinning at him and popped it into his mouth instead. Before she could protest, he snatched the basket and dashed to the hall, where he pulled on his boots. He swallowed his last bite and shouted over his shoulder, “Thanks, Mom! They’re my favorite!” He grabbed his coat and closed the door behind him.
“I know. And you’re welcome,” she answered, smiling at the door.
Coreena brushed her apron smooth and put on her oven mitts to retrieve the next batch of oatmeal cookies. They were a favorite among the selection of baked goods she sold in their little grocery store. The first dozen was already nestled inside Jack’s basket, waiting to be discovered later. Coreena smiled as the oven’s fragrances of nutmeg and apple wafted into the kitchen, revealing their secrets from an old family recipe. But it was that not-so-secret ingredient of love that made them taste so good and nourished a boy’s soul.
Jack left the warmth of his mother’s kitchen and made his way down the cobblestone streets through historic Old Town. Little had changed in hundreds of years. In the quiet mornings, he could imagine a bygone era when horse hooves clacked along on their way down the hill to collect the daily hauls from Hansford Landing’s fishing port. Old eighteenth-century white clapboard saltbox houses lined the streets. Tucked in between were even older single-story fishermen’s cottages with moss-covered slate roofs. Prominent brass plaques affixed to doorframes proclaimed the sites as historically significant. Jack lived in surroundings steeped in history, and he wouldn’t change a thing. Who would want to?
Bird Island

Jack and Austin stood at the front of the speedboat, riveted to the view ahead of them. They talked and laughed over the roar of the motor for the entire ride over to the island. They were good friends despite the age difference of a few years.
Jack found the experience of riding in Austin’s boat exhilarating though the ice-cold sea spray stung his cheeks. Austin handled it like a pro, slowing occasionally to show off a few fishtail swerves just for the fun of it. He let Jack take the wheel and showed him how to make some tricky maneuvers. Skimming over the surface of the water at a high speed was such a different experience than that of being out on the water in his dad’s old fishing boat.
When they arrived on Bird Island, the wind was cold and biting, and the beach at the lagoon was deserted, as expected. Once on land, Jack and Austin parted ways. Austin hiked overland toward a rocky outcropping on the perimeter inaccessible by boat to scout for summer’s best crabbing spots. Jack walked along the beach with his satchel to collect shells and driftwood. While his friend Peg Leg Parsons the woodcarver had a good stock of driftwood these days, he always appreciated an unusual find.

      ***Bird Island was a favorite feature of the seascape for the residents of Hansford Landing. It seemed to float on the horizon in the sunrise and peeked playfully through the mist on foggy mornings. It was often mentioned in local folklore and regarded as a sort of mystical place, perhaps because it was uninhabited. Or perhaps there were other reasons.
It had taken more than a few unfounded folktales to convince Jack of the island’s unique character. It all started with an unusual piece of red coral Jack had discovered in his fishing net. Miss Minshull had been determined to buy the rare find from him. But after a dream about a mermaid who’d lost her coral crown, Jack had returned the valuable treasure to the sea and into the hands of its rightful owner. Within a few weeks of that good deed, he’d found his tin whistle he’d lost at sea.
Now, some skeptics might argue that the recovery of a lost item in a fishing net—even two lost items—was nothing more than curious coincidence. Jack had been one of those skeptics, confident he’d outgrown fairytales, certainly those of mermaids and the like. But seeing is believing, and there was no denying the existence of his mermaid after reading her thank-you note inscribed on the underside of his tin whistle.
Jack patted his pocket where he kept his treasure, a wondrous reminder of the encounter. She was the most magnificent creature he had ever seen. That is, until he met her sister, Malea.
As Jack meandered along the lonely beach, his thoughts drifted to Malea. It was impossible to visit Bird Island without being reminded of her. It had been over a year ago that they’d been introduced here. She’d been teaching Addison how to swim in the lagoon. During the short time Malea had lived in Hansford Landing, they’d all become close friends. But she’d left without a trace as suddenly and as mysteriously as she’d arrived. Her friends were heartbroken.
Jack alone knew her secret. In a farewell encounter, she’d revealed her true identity: an angel, or more precisely, an angelic mermaid. Even if he’d tried to explain to his friends what he knew, who would believe it? He hardly believed it himself. One encounter with one mermaid was enough to question one’s sanity. And he had met two. Some secrets are better kept, well, secret.
A squawking gull guarding a heap of seaweed caught Jack’s attention and he smiled. He’d let his thoughts run wild . . . again. It was time to pull that run-away train into a quiet station. New sandy discoveries awaited and required his full attention.

      ***At low tide, the sand was dotted with the bounty delivered by winter’s rough seas. I wish Barney were here, thought Jack. He’s such a help with the kelp. And he laughed at his rhyme as he squatted to gently remove a layer of seaweed hiding a cluster of spiny murex shells.
“You little gems have traveled a long way over a long time,” he said, smiling as he carefully inspected each one. “Miss Jeannie Mae will like some of these for her shelves.”
He was just finishing his harvest of the spiny treasures from the clump of kelp when he felt a tap on his shoulder. “Yes, it is time for lunch, Austin,” he answered, laughing as he stood and turned. “My mom made—”
But it was not Austin who smiled back. Brilliant green eyes shone through loose strands of long auburn hair.
“Hi, Jack,” said Malea. “I hoped to find you here.”
It is not often that thoughts just suddenly spring to life, and Jack struggled to make sense of his senses. Despite rehearsing a thousand times what he would say in this moment, his words spilled out like coins from a piggy bank, rolling, spinning, and landing randomly, heads and tails.
“Where have . . . ? How? Everyone missed . . .  the chest . . . the portrait . . . how—”
Malea abruptly hugged him, warmly, like an old friend.
Jack’s cents and senses settled down, accepting her arrival at that moment for what it was—and what it was not. It was not a coincidence. It was important. Every encounter with Malea was important.
She stepped back and sighed. “It’s a long story, or I should say a long history. But let’s save that, Jack.” Her smile melted away. “I have urgent news. It’s about Miss Minshull.”
“Miss Minshull? She’s gone,” said Jack, jolted by the mention of her name. He brushed the sand from his hands as if the gesture could also brush away a bad memory. “Did you know she tried to steal the . . . I mean, your portrait? It was your portrait, wasn’t it?”
She nodded.
“So you’re my ancestor? It was your chest that was buried?” asked Jack. It was their first encounter since the discovery. He’d had his suspicions from the moment he’d laid eyes on the portrait. The resemblance was unmistakable. But he had to ask. He had to be sure—once and for all.
She nodded and continued, with more urgency in her voice, “Miss Minshull is once again plotting to rob you of your inheritance.”
“What are you talking about?” he asked, feeling more grounded now. “The portrait is safe. It’s on exhibition, traveling around the world with other Allan Ramsay portraits. My parents were assured of the best possible security.”
“It’s more complicated than that.” Malea paused to decide how best to explain, but there was no easy way. “She’s plotting to steal it from me on my voyage to America.”
He frowned and shook his head. “I
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